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LORNE—: ** Don't come!” 
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The Last Napoleon. Firznoopie in America,—No. 
Colonel or Hash Miller? XCIl. 


CKERINGS. 
Another Athletic Victory in | Private Circular. 

* England. New York’s Petticoat Lane— 
Superior to the Mercury—illus. | _ illus. 
Canada Happily Put Out of | Grand Street. 

Her Misery. In Madison Square (poem)— 


Isle de Cone oem) —Arthur ohn Fraser, 
Lot. — Ld Crows des Chroniques. 
Engllsh Dress. 


Literary Notes. 
Resemblances. 


ANSWERS FOR THE ANXIOUS. 
Preparing for the Summer—ills. 


Too Much Art. 
Why He Swore Off—illus. Arcuig Gascovne—John Fraser 
“Picture Poem.””—Minnie May. . 


Pucx’s EXCHANGES, 
THE LAST NAPOLEON. 

E go to press—as our esteemed contem- 
porary would say—that is, three huge 
and black pressmen drag this last 

“form” of Puck down to the gloomy depths 
under the Warren Street sidewalk—too early 
for us to know positively whether the report of 
the young Prince Napoleon’s death in Zulu- 
land is trustworthy or untrustworthy. But we 
feel strongly disposed to remark, with all due 
respect to the devoted mother—and manager 
—in England, that we think it is a report to be 
taken with a small salt-cellar full of saline in- 
credulity. A Bonaparte dies very hard. The 
dirty scandal of Paris used to hint—nay, boldly 
proclaim from the housetops, whenever such a 
proceeding was quite safe—that poor little Lulu 
was no Bonaparte. But dirty scandal is always 
saying that sort of thing. Lulu had a good 
mother: let us hope and believe that his father 
chad as good a wife. 

But the curse of management is upon the whole 
Bonaparte dynasty. Their great original was a 
mighty man; but he had more or less of what an 
English [alleged] comic journal has called the 
dramatwist about him. 

[That journal always regularly steals from 
Puck without credit: we desire to show that we 
are superior to all small considerations of vin- 
dictive jealousy.] 

The Napoleon of Corsica was a man quite 
capable of a coup de théatre; so was a later 
Napoleon, though he called it a coup d’état: 
the Napoleon of Chiselhurst may well be sus- 
pected of.a grand dramatic move that might, 
by some happy fate, put poor showy Imperialism 
on its shaky legs once more. 

Think what a grand thing it would be, if, at 
some sad political crisis some years hence, 
when France’s tentative Republicanism trem- 
bled for its future, the Latest Napoleon landed 
at some southern seaport, and marched towards 
Paris at the head of an enthusiastic army whose 
numbers and whose madness grew with every 
step! A Barbarossa arisen from his cavern- 
bound slumber: a Gallic Arthur “‘come again”! 

Would not that be brilliant—Napoleonic— 
successful ? 

Yet it may be, and we shall be, in one sense, 
glad to know it, that the boy is now coming 
home—home to #ng/and—not France—with 
his mother’s locket hung from his neck, and his 
mother’s hopes and his mother’s happiness, 
dead as the dead heart in his breast. 

If it be so, all sympathy and honor to the 
woman who loved her son only more as an 
Empress than she did as a Mother. 











An Epigram. 














COLONEL OR HASH MILLER? 


To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 


I have taken upon myself the responsibility 
of interviewing on your behalf Colonel Austen 
of the 13th Regiment, N.G.S., N.Y. The re- 
sult of the interview I have much pleasure in 
placing at your disposal. 

VET. 


I called on Col. David E. Austen, commend- 
ing the 13th Regiment. The gallant Colonel 
expressed himself in effect as follows, in regard 
to the apparent dissatisfaction among the of- 
ficers of his regiment since their return from 
the recent trip to Montreal: 

**You see, ah! that befaw the Army com- 
menced its March on Montreal, I notified the 
members of my regiment that I desired them 
to have their hair cut short, and, where it could 
be done without too much inconvenience, to 
have their heads sand-papered. I supposed 
that a simple notice of my wishes in the mattah 
would be sufficient; but would you believe it, 
some of the men neglected to adopt my sug- 
gestions, and in the case of one officer [ Lieut. 
Marshall,] especially, exhibited a total disregard 
of my wishes in this mattah. This officer per- 
sisted in wearing his hair at least 34 of an inch 
long, to my utter astonishment. His action 
had a demoralizing effect on many of the men 
and some of the officers, some refusing to wear 
the hair shorter than the pattern of Marshall 
and others who had already adopted my 
suggestions and now regretted they had done 
so, threatening if their heads once more 
showed signs of vegetation, they would re- 
fuse to follow my instructions again. Thus 
the seeds of insubordination were sown 
among the men by the bad example of Lieut. 
Marshall. And I cawn’t have it, you know; it 
will never do. I must have discipline, sir! 
Besides, the business occupation of Marshall is 
of a character to bring discredit upon the regi- 
ment I have the hon--I mean I honor by 
commanding. Lieut. Marshall is proprietor of 
a restaurant known as the “ City Oyster,” in 
Brooklyn, and serves the vulgar public with 
both liquid and solid refreshments; and such 
an occupation would nevah do for an officer 
who holds a commission under me—yes, sir, 
under me!! I cawn’t have it, you know.” 

‘*But,” said the reporter, ‘‘ Colonel, how can 
you consistently find fault with the occupation 
of Lieut. Marshall if the reports in circulation 
about yourself are true? Do you know it is re- 
ported that you yourself were, at one time, 
the proprietor of a boarding house at Little 
Neck, L. I., and served both solid and liquid 
refreshments to your patrons? Now, if these 
reports are true, it seems to me (you will, I 
am sure, pardon me for expressing my humble 
opinion in the matter) decidedly inconsistent 
in you to find fault with Mr. Marshall, especially 
as you were Colonel commanding the 47th 
Regt. at the time you are said to have been 
running the hash mill. Is it your opinion that 
a Colonel has more latitude in the choice of 
business occupation than a common Lieuten- 
ant, and that what may in a Colonel be con- 
sidered a highly honorable profession, would 
be a disgrace in the case of a Lieutenant?” 

During the delivery of these remarks, the 
Colonel sat in speechless amazement, appar- 
ently unable to utter a word or move a limb; 
but suddenly recovering his self-possession he 
said: 

“Sir! I wish no furthah conversation with 
you, ah. Go tell the proprietors of your papah 
that I have ah no more respect for them and 
their occupation than I have for that of Mar- 
shall, and now go, sir, go, or blast my eyes if I 
etc., etc,” 

The reporter retreated at this point, leaving 
the gallant Colonel to his reflections. 





Purkerings. 
BELTED again! em 
CaLL it Astley’s circus. 
Picnic tickets are now out. 
PoME-AID—A rhyming dictionary. 
J. Butt, to B. Jonathan, Dr.—one belt. 


Ou! what is so rawas a night in June—some 
times ? 


Wuat bar’l there be to Tilden’s next Pre. 
sidency ? 


Let him who has no temper of his own boast 
not that he never loses it. 


‘* Oh, yes, Fred’s a nice enough fellow, but 
he carries two kinds of cigars.” 


THE Great Eastern laid the Atlantic cable 
—the great Weston keeps it busy. 


Was THE Pheebe Stowe mentioned by Kent 
to Lear a progenitrix of Harriet Beecher? 


"ANLAN ‘as beaten Helliot hand ’Awdon, 
’E should row ’Iggins before ’e comes ’ome, 


No SMALL change is to be looked for in 
French politics—they have lost a Napoleon. 


Wuart ve want to know about this 42d Street 
murder is the truth, the Hull truth, and no- 
thing but the truth. 


‘¢] Love,” says Charley de Flukey, “I love 
to sit on the steps of the Tombs, and watch 
the coming in of the tied.” 


Have you ever thought how exceedingly 
kind it is of the average murderer to forgive 
everybody before he is swung off? 


THOSE who expectorate in public places— 


(don’t squirm; it’s not the old joke)—may be 


said to be working out their salivation. 


LIVE oxen are sent to Europe in comfortable 
padded and covered stalls, on the upper deck. 
He who has steers to shed,’ prepare to shed 
them now. 


“‘ A FAIR exchange is no robbery,” but selfish 
people are too apt to forget that it takes both 
interested parties to decide what constitutes a 
fair exchange. 


Mrs. Smiley wants to know whether the in- 
teresting third party in a divorce suit is called 
the co-respondent because he is the one who 
writes letters to the wife. 


Wuen the pennies and nickels are showered 
upon a monkey-grinder and his organ at a 
watering-place hotel, he may be said to resem- 
ble an evil report, in that he gains currency 
easily. 


A “ WorLp ” Question.—What did we mean 


by publishing an alleged picture of Cleopatra’s | 
Needle, and how would you hold it to discover 
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the Needle? Would you call it a haystack or | 


a wood-cut, or if neither, both or only one? 
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ANOTHER AMERICAN ATHLETIC 


VICTORY IN ENGLAND! 
TALMAGE TRIUMPHANT! 





600 Shouts, 47 Flip-Flaps, and 21 Yawps in 
59 Minutes. 





URRAH! 
Let the eagle scream! 
We wish we could write all this article 
jn poetry, set it up in music type, and send a 
telephone full of Arbuckle to all our readers. 

We confess to the exhilaration we feel. 

With our horsemen, our rowers, our walkers, 
our yachtmen beating the best that England 
can produce, it seemed as if America must 
slumber uvon her laurels, until something new 
in the way of athletic sports arose; when in the 
midst of our satisfaction at our triumph and in 
our desire for more tests to which to put our 
mettle, suddenly, like an unexpected legacy 
from a remote maiden aunt, comes the news of 
the greatest athletic triumph of which America 
can boast. 

Talmage. 

The one word, the magic name, tells the 
story, and our readers know all. 

And yet how we have ignored him; how 
little we have realized what all his course of 
training for the past half dozen years was fitting 
him for; how far from comprehending his full 
capabilities was even Puck, Talmage’s best 
friend. We know what he could do with 
Brooklyn ; if audiences fell off in the Tabernacle 
on one Sunday and buttons instead of nickels 
were put in the hat, he had only to stand on 
his head the next Sunday, play india-rubber- 
man with his legs, and the Church coffers were 
filed. We knew he could go out West to 
‘Kalamoozam—is that the way to spell it?—and 
exhibit his mouth to crowded audiences. 

But we never believed this was merely in 
training for the capture, athletically, of the 
British Empire. 

How noble, how superior he is to his great 
rival Beecher! The latter was content to 
straddle a nag with a Mexican saddle, and con- 
quer Canada; ‘Talmage goes to England itself, 
and without horse or saddle rides over the best 
that England can produce. 

There never was such a circus before. Ten 
thousand people turned away from the doors, 
and ticket speculators drowning themselves in 
the river, hard-by, driven mad at the demand 
for tickets. When the word ‘‘Go” was given 
and he let out his first yawp all the donkeys 
within twenty miles chewed and swallowed 
their tongues—which has secured peaceful 
slumber ever since to the hierarchy and the 
lowerarchy of that beautiful portion of sweet 
Albion. When he tied a bow-knot around his 
neck with his legs, and skipped around the 
pulpit platform on his hands, says Tummas 
Noakes to William Styles, ‘‘See ye thot, mdn? 
It’s better nor a mug o’ beer at the‘ Green Ele- 
phant.’” But when he monkeyed around the 
organ-pipes, caroming from the great diapason 
on to the baptismal font; then with a clever 
massé reaching the oriel window, and nursing 
himself, as it were, between the Communion 
service and the contribution box, with a yawp 
at every thirty seconds, a howl at every two 
and a half minutes—then, at last, the Christian 
audience rose at him. 

Parole, O’Leary, Bogardus, Hanlon, Weston, 
you have never seen anything like it. 

Squire J. C. Chubbleigh Cholmondeley of 
the Beefy Manor, Harrow, Yarrow, Wilts, 
Hants, arose and said, ‘‘I kem over with the 
Conqueror—ah, em—but this Conqueror has 
come over me. As a Christian Circus and a 
Moral Menagerie, not to speak of his explosive 
lung-power he has left me a flabbergasted man, 





I'll back him agin the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury for a thousand pounds.” 

Great enthusiasm prevails. After the Ameri- 
cam champion had pocketed the gate-money, 
he issued the following challenge: 

To THE CLERGY OF GREAT BRITAIN. 

I will bet £1000 even to any member of the profes- 
sion that I can howl louder; yawp more barbarically; 
do more with my legs and arms; show more square, 
cubic or composite inches of mouth; make more noise 
and say less in an hour than any man, be he deacon, 
dean, D.D., Bishop or Archbishop, in the Kingdom. 
Man and money ready at the sign of the “‘Bore.”” Time 
and place to be decided by the toss of a penny. 

TABBLE DE TOMMACLE TOLWIDGE. 

We regret to say that there is but a small 
chance of this challenge being accepted; the 
athletic English clergy being engaged of week 
days so much in fox-hunting, steeple-chasing 
and cricket that on Sundays they have only 
time to preach the Gospel. 

This is the usual British idea of letting ‘‘ the 
best men win.” When they find an invincible 
antagonist, they skulk behind some absurd plea 
—in this case the Bible. 

Nevertheless, Talmage is our champion. 
When he comes home we’ll meet him in Coney 
Island steamboats, with calliopes, and Talmage 
will yawp in a duet of triumph. All the resorts 
in the Twenty-ninth precinct will be illumi- 
nated, and Capt. Williams will feel that satis- 


‘faction which the anticipation of good business 


and increased fees can impart. 

If you never win another triumph again in 
England, Talmage, you are still ours. Bring 
back your money-belt, your legs, your lungs, 
your arms, above all your mouth, and 

“ Sing hey, the merry ‘Talinage that you are.” 








INFANT PRECOCITY. 


Proup MoTHEer.— Come, Mamie darling, 
what is three times three ? 

Mamie hesitates. 

P. M.—Is it nine, darling ? 

Smart child is not quite prepared to answer. 

P,. M.—Now, ésn’¢ it nine, precious? 

Smart child sees safety in its mother’s eyes, 
and nods. 

Admiring female relatives pass the dear child 
around the osculatory circle—and nasty old 
“ bach ” leaves the room in disgust. 








SUPERIOR TO THE MERCURY. 
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DumpLinc:—“ Is it hot enough for you?” 

BEANPOLE:—“‘I can’t complain. It’s cool 
enough up here.” 

D.:—‘ Well, confound it, old man, you’re 
above the thermometer. 





CANADA HAPPILY PUT.OUT OF HER MISERY. 


| See cartoon on first page.) 

== 
’ FOR many days the wires between New 
York and Montreal have vibrated with 
* messages alike coaxing and defiant, 
peaceful and warlike, between the hospitable 
Irishmen of the Canadian city and the gallant 
Irishmen of the Sixty-ninth Regiment of this 
metropolis. It seems that some good-natured 
Irishman had invited the Sixty-ninth up to 
Montreal to take part in a picnic on Dominion 
day; and that the Sixty-ninth became afraid 
that if they accepted the invitation the British 
flag would be flaunted in their eyes and toasts 
to the Queen be floated down their throats in 

copious libations of Canada malt whiskey. 

Whereat correspondence. 

And more correspondence; by mail and by 
telegraph. Public meetings were held, the 
daily papers were deluged with communica- 
tions, and grim-visaged war seemed imminent. 

Every effort to harmonize matters was made. 
The Montreal Irish did not seem to fear that 
the 69th would capture Canada and carry it 
back to New York in their knapsacks. They 
were willing to give bonds for the safety of the 
Dominion, If Beecher’s regiment could come 
up there and stay nearly three days, and the 
sanctity of their homes was still secure, surely 
they felt they could insure that the 69th would 
not remove the face of their land. 

But it was no go. Lorne got excited. His 
ma-in-law had given him her Canadian Farm 
to keep, and he knew what he would get if he 
let these awful men from New York come and 
take it. Understanding that the 69th were 
armed with shillelahs, he practiced an hour a 
day in his back-yard at single-stick. He ral- 
lied himself by fours, on the muddy banks of 
the St. Lawrence, with snow shoes on to keep 
him from sinking in the mire, and drilled him- 
self in the tactics: ‘“‘ Repel In-vaders!” And, . 
one morning, when he thought he should have 
to lead his forces against the picnicking enemy, 
Louise, more like an ancient Roman matron 
than a fashion-plate, exclaimed, ‘‘‘Then hadn't 
you bettah put on anothah chest protectah ?” 

Things were almost as bad on this side of 
the line. Some of the members of the 69th 
consented to go if the British flags were all 
draped in mud, so that the Celtic eye could 
not see the bloody field of the cross of St. 
George. Also the trade-mark of the royal 
family was to be taken off all the pianos, 

Some friends of the regiment offered them 
large sums for expenses; notably the furniture 
dealers, who know what the results of an Irish 
shindy are. 

Many members of the corps resolved to go, 
and it is rumored that one man in his manhood 
arose and said that if all the rest of the regi- 
ment -backed down, he would go alone—as a 
battalion; provided his expenses were paid. 

Things looked serious. Canada trembled, 
and Lorne felt so pale that he was compelled 
to use a little rouge. He might be forced to 
fight; he had given permission to the terrible 
69th to enter the Dominion, and they might 
carry it off to fill in the marshes back of Coney 
Island. What should he do? Aha! Happy 
thought! Go back on himself. Retract the 
permission given. He did so; but the same 
wires that transmitted his retraction conveyed 
to him simultaneously the determination of 
the New York regiment to let his little Do- 
minion severely alone. 

And so the tempest in the tea-pot has sub- 
sided. Canada can sleep in its bed secure. 
But wouldn’t it look more dignified if a ‘“‘Domi- 
nion” felt so sure of its government and its 
power of keeping the peace, as not to be afraid 
of a few (possibly) sore-headed visitors hissing 
the flag and refusing to drink the health of 
the Queen? 
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ISLE DE CONEY. 


H, gaily I did sail away upon a summer day! 
(The weather it was just too sweet, I feel com- 
pelled to say.) 
Most weary had my stomach grown of early peas and 


lamb, 
And so I boldly sailed away to seek the Isle de Clam. 


A maiden hung upon my arm with hair the hue of gold 

(Gold of a very reddish hue, if all the truth be told), 

And up and down along the shore, while our cheeks the 
breezes fanned, 

We strolled, close by the briny waves, upon that Isle de 
Sand. 


Upon a line, that stretched far out into the briny sea-- 

(Clothes are the things you find on lines, you know, most 
frequently, )— 

Hung many suits, which hid from sight each charming 
bust and limb, © 

All getting soaked in water salt upon that Isle de Swim. 


The maiden with the golden locks around that line did 
poke :— 

(Some fellows are quite wondrous fond of playing off a 
joke.) 

They hit that line against her limbs and laid her on the 
turf, 

Or rather sand, which takes its place upon that Isle de 
Surf. 

{ stooped to pick the maiden up, and had just clasped 
her hand— 

(One slips and slides and moves quite slow, you know, 
upon the sand)— 

When billows rolled o’er her so fast I scarce her torm 
could save; ; 

And she was soaked from head to foot upon that Isle de 
Wave. 


They rolled her on the barrel round, and gave her drinks 
red hot— 

(A newer method had been found, but had not reached 
the spot), 

They bore the maid upon a door to the hotel most near; 

I tapped a keg to soothe my grief upon that Isle de Beer 


They wrung the maiden’s garments out, and hung them 
by the fire— 

(Meanwhile I dozed upon the stoop, she dozed a story 
higher)— 

And soon she came upon that stoop, and loudly did she 
boast 

That she could put away some food upon that Isle de 
Roast, 


I dove down in my pocket when I had to pay the bill. 
(Some girls, whene’er they get the chance, are not too 
proud to fill). 
She ate clams fried, and stewed, and roast, and beef, 
and pork, and lamb. ; 
T’ll go alone next time I sail unto that Isle de Clam. 
ARTHUR Lot, 








ENGLISH DRESS. 

HERE are two points upon which the 
Briton comes out strong—washing and 
dressing. On cold water and tailoring 

he thinks he beats creation. 

Now, to this little conceit in the matter of 
ablutions we have no earthly objection. A gen- 
tleman is a clean man all the world over. It is 
his duty to remove from his epidermis the 
superficial deposits of daily toil and transpira- 
tion, and he does it. The Briton rather over- 
does it; but that is a pleasing weakness. It is 
necessary for an American to be clean, per- 
sonally and individually only; but an English- 
man seems to feel it incumbent upon him to 
wash, not for himself alone, but for all his Saxon 
ancestors who neglected that important act of 
homage to the goddess of propriety. Conse- 
quently he “tubs” himself to an extent of 





bestial and disgusting purity. Still, there is no 
real wrong in this, There is such a thing as 
objectionable cleanliness; but of all objection- 
able things it is the least objectionable. 

It is the Englishman’s view of clothing that 
we quarrel with. He does not clothe himself: 
he costumes. Of course, there is a certain law 
of significance and purpose in clothing. You 
wear your tweed sack-coat in the morning or 
to your business; you wear your frock-coat and 
your gray trousers and your silk hat to make an 
afternoon call, or to go to church, or to swell 
it on the Avenue; and the swallow-tail and the 
white tie and the c/ague are consecrated to the 
evening hours. That is all very well and proper. 
Custom demands it, and reason sanctions it. 
But the line must be drawn somewhere. 

To the average intelligent mind, there is no 
reason in wearing a special costume for every 
separate act of life. A man ought to be able 
to play a game of billiards without putting on 
his billiard coat; and he should not feel that he 
is out of the pale of society if he eats cucumbers 
in his hash coat, or hash jin the coat made to 
wear when eating cucumbers. 

Yet that is the genuine English idea. No 
Englishman—no true Englishman—would go 
from the Exchange to Brixham Villas, Taren- 
tum Terrace, Putney-cum-Omnibus, S. W., 
without wearing garments specially designed 
for that particular trip. No right-feeling Briton 
would sit down to a game of whist in a coat 
built for the game of écarté. No genuine Lon- 
doner but would be put out of Lord’s if he 
went to see a game of cricket in a suit meant 
to see foot-ball in. 

Take the average Englishman who goes 
traveling—or, no—we beg his pardon—an 
Englishman always goes traveling with two 4, 
We knew an Average Englishman—a nice, 
decent, quiet Englishman—for an Englishman: 
quite the Correct Kibosh in Englishmen, al- 
though he came from Birmingham, He had 
been pretty thoroughly civilized by a long resi- 
dence in this country, and it was supposed 
that very little of his native wildness clung to 
him. He was invited to go with a companion 
on a business trip to Newark. The other man 
simply said: ‘‘Come along! the train goes 
every few minutes; put on your hat and we'll 
be there in no time.” 

‘*No,” replied the child of Britannia, with a 
curious expression on his face: ‘‘ I must go home 
first; I have some preparations to make.”’ 

‘¢Preparations!”’ said his friend: ‘but it is 
a mere nothing—a quarter ot an hour’s journey, 
that is all. You have only to put on your 
hat.” 

‘‘ That would never do,” was the firm reply 
of the Briton: ‘‘ don’t you see I have my city 
hat on?” 

And he went home, and turned up on the 
cars two hours later. He had on a ’elmet ’at, 
a check suit, an ulster, not to say hulster, a 
pair of gaiters and a ditto of Lisle-thread 
gloves. He carried a “‘ rug” and a leather ’at- 
box and an umbrella and a stick, strapped to- 
gether, and a big satchel, which he called a 
portmanteau, and an opera-glass slung over his 
shoulder by a strap. 

His friend did not like to say much, for fear 
of hurting the man’s feelings; but he ventured 
a remark on the ’elmet ’at, which was a partic- 
ularly nasty little thing, made of soft cloth. 
He hinted that it was rather out of order. 

‘* What do you mean, you know?” was the 
Birmingham traveler’s aggrieved cry, “isn’t it 
a check cloth ’at, me boy, and isn’t check cloth 
the ’at for journeys under thirty-five miles? 
Stripes is for fifty-mile trips, and spots for a 
hundred.” 

When it comes to the Last Day, we solemnly 
believe that that man will ask the Angel Ga- 
briel to put off the upheaval until he can get 
his Resurrection coat ready. 





RESEMBLANCES, 


—_— 


He] AVE you ever thought that there is more 
in this matter of resemblances that ap- 

pears to the superficial observer? There 
is something wrong, away down at the bottom 
of the whole system of personal similarity, To 
the deep-reaching mind it must be evident that 
if Likeness és not it ought to be Partial Identity, 
If one man looks like another man in every 
point but one; why ész’¢ he that other man in 
all but that single point ? 

This idea must have arisen in the mind of 
any man who has had to run all over the city 
after—well, say John Jones, to—well, say to 
borrow twenty-five dollars, According to the 
rule of Fate’s “‘contrariness,” while he is vainly 
urging his search for Jones, he will be mocked 
at every turn by meeting innumerable men who 
aren’t Jones, but who “look just like him,” 
And why shouldn’t one of these men do just as 
well as Jones? It isn’t Jones in his complete 
entity that he wants; it is only Jones in his 
character of a lender. Jones is a capitalist, 
Jones is a benevolent man, Jones lacks just that 
knowledge of the world which a man must lack 
who is likely to lend twenty-five dollars. These 
qualities, conditions and peculiarities are clearly 
visible in Jones’s personal appearance. Other 
things are visible there, also; but these other 
things the other man doesn’t care about. 

Now why, when the minus-twenty-five-dollar 
person meets a man who bears a strong resem- 
blance to Jones, who is obviously—on the face 
of him—a man of capital, of generosity and of 
large faith in human nature, why shouldn’t he 
strike that man for the five fives ? 

The man is not Jones, of course; but what is 
easier than to go simply, frankly, nobly up to 
him and say: 

‘* My dear sir, I don’t know what your name 
is; but you look like the man I am looking for: 
you have clearly just those elements of charac- 
ter which I have observed in him—just those 
traits and sentiments of which I wish to avail 
myself. You are, in fact, if not wholly Jones, 
at least all of Jones that I have any use for. Be 
that much of Jones for the moment, and lend 
me twenty-five dollars!” 

And yet the other fellow_probably wouldn’t. 

The theory, however, is incontestably sound, 
It can’t be put into practice, at present, that is 
—but that is only because the world isn’t pro- 
perly educated up to it. We tell you, this thing 
ought to be properly developed. 








PREPARING FOR THE SUMMER, 


Bucotic ParEenT:—I ain’t got no objection 
to Maria Jane’s sparkin’ all the evenin’, so long 
’s the gate ’n’ her young man can stand it; but 
I don’t mean to let them hinges keep me awake, 
if ile kin help ’em. 
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PUCK. 

















Mrs. Bridget O’Flaherty, who pursues the profession 
of laundress, objects. to Jim, her spouse, thrashing her 
when he reaches home after sundry drinks of twenty- 
eighth ward whiskey. 





WHY HE SWORE OFF 


Mr. O'Flaherty does not become a Murphy man, and 
on this occasion has exceeded his usual allowance of 
whiskey. Mrs, O'Flaherty makes a resolve. 

















Mr. O'Flaherty, while enjoying the sleep of the drunk, 
is apparently duly prepared for marine interment by 
Mrs. O’F., who plies her needle and thread with vigor. 





Mrs. O’F. looks at her work, and sees that it is 
good. 





Second position. 


She commences operations. 
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Mr. O’F, pleads for mercy. 


First position. 
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A “PICTURE POEM.” 


RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO JOAQUIN MILLER. 


HE day was done, and the darkness 
Fell from the wings of night, 
Like a waterproof wafted downward 
From a magpie in its flight. 


He saw the lights of the village 
Through the drizzling rain and mist, 

And a feeling of hunger came o’er him 
That his soul could not resist. 


A feeling of hunger and dryness 
That was some what akin to pain, 
And resembled sorrow only 
As the whack resembles the cane. 


He sighed, and called from his larynx 
A simple and heartfelt lay, 

And every one that approached him 
Instantly fled away. 


’Twas not from the grand old masters, 
’Twas not from the bards sublime; 

*Twas from Gilbert and Sullivan’s ‘‘ Pinafore,’’ 
Sung dreadfully out of time. 


For, as strains of martial music 
Unhappy fears suggest, 

The carolling sweet of the stranger 
Deprived ome man of rest. 


So, armed with a broomstick and poker, 
The dinner-bell and a gong, 

One wretched, restless being 
Pursued this man of song. 


* 
* * 


The night it was filled with music, 
Alas, there was none next day! 

He had folded his tent like the Arab, 
And as silently crawled away. 


MINNIE May. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. XCII. 

A COMMENCEMENT, 
Ya-as, this is the 
aw season when 
schools and othah 
places devoted to 
the twaining of 
youth of both sexes 
twy the pwogwess 
their pupils have 
made, and give an 
elocutionarwy enter- 
tainment they call a 

“commencement.” 

The aw name, I suppose, is all wight—use 
the same expwession sometimes in England. 
But still aw it does seem wathah odd, ye know, 
that a bweaking-up should be cglled ‘a com- 
mencement.” 

Should like to thorwoughly understand the 
weason, although perwhaps it might cause too 
gweat a pwessure on my bwain. 

Miss Marguerwite has a sistah who goes to 
an arwistocwatic school—aw I mean arwisto- 
cwatic faw an Amerwican—and as the time 
faw this commencement arwangement ap- 
pwoached, she was exceedingly desirwous that 
I should accompany her to witness the demon- 
stwation. 

Naturwally, I was obliged to allow myself to 
be dwagged to the young female seminarwy 
weferred to, and aw, ’pon my soul, twied verwy 
hard to concentwate my thoughts on the ex- 
twemely wemarkable pwoceedings. 





It wasn’t a half bad sort of pwivate exhibi- 
tion. 

In the backgwound of a tolerwably large 
double woom there was a considerwable supply 
of flowers, quite pwettily arwanged, ye know. 
Ya-as, these Amerwicans often have verwy 
fai-ah taste. 

There were thrwee or four young cweatures 
sitting undah this florwal affai-ah, dwessed in 
white, with blue wibbons in their hair, and 
othah parwaphernalia, pwincipally of the same 
colaw, ovah their garments generwally. 

They were pwize pupils who, Miss Marquer- 
wite said, were going to gwaduate. 

I don’t know what they were going to gwad- 
uate in, or of what special value the gwaduation 
certificate was when they got it. 

I wan my eye ovah the scene, and observed 
quite an extensive numbah ef female cweatures 
in the body of the woom, of a variwety of 
sizes and ages. ‘Fhey were not going to 
g-g-gwaduate, but they went on the platform 
in detachments, at fwequent intervals, and we- 
peated in chorwus extwacts in pwose and 
poetwy in a large numbah of Eurwopean and 
othah languages, especially Sanscwit and Wus- 
sian, in which, I suppose, they were maw or 
less pwoficient. 

Aw I couldn’t verwy well understand what 
was said, but I suppose they must have been 
desirwable compositions. ‘These wecitations 
had a d-d-doosid curwious effect, and were not 
nearly so interwesting as the appearwance of 
theschool-gyurls in their white wearwing appar- 
wel and elaborwately-dwessed twesses. 

The two or thrwee of aw sweet gyurl- 
gwaduates were pwetty, and carwied themselves 
in a mannah that entirely met with my ap- 
pwoval. 

Severwal clergymen and othah fellaws then 
wead papahs and weports about something or 
othah, and the pwoceedings terminated aftah 
everybody had been wegaled on ice-cweam and 
gingerbwead, handed wound by the pupils. 

Aw, on the whole, the exhibition gwatified 
me, faw it always is a source of pleasure to 
me to view innocence and purwity in the 
shape of gyurls in white muslin dwesses and 
wibbons. 

Miss Marguerwite thought it “ perfectly 
—— and I didn’t care about differwing fwom 

er. 

Jack tells me,and he heard it fwom a weliable 
fellaw, that everwy infant school in this coun- 
twy is compelled, by act of Congwess, to gwant 
its scholars degwees, similar to those given by 
wegular universities, even if the pwincipal 
was a stweet-sweepah befaw he wesolved to 
twy teaching, and he has but half a dozen 
pupils, 

Amerwicans ought to be awfully clevah; but 
Jack says the dwawback of the system is that 
it makes all the men, women and childwen in 
the United States college gwaduates, and one 
loses wespect faw them by their numbahs, 

I aw wathah think I had a little maw twouble 
when I took my degwee at Cambwidge, al- 
though as a Fitznoodle I was allowed a varwiety 
of pwivileges aw. 








AN EPIGRAM. 


TO TAKE WITH YOU INTO THE COUNTRY, 
** Tis distance lends enchantment to the view.” 
So Campbell tells us—bard of hope and purity— 
But fails to tell us when the loan falls due, 
Nor says a single word about security. 


What follows, though, may show what he intends. 
The mountains, notwithstanding their high station, 

Don’t always wear blue robes. What distance lends 
Is possibly upon hypothecation. 





PRIVATE CIRCULAR, 


Only Copy Extant—Secured for “ Puck” at 
Great Expense. 


THE STEWART MEMORIAL, 
The ceremony of laying the corner-stone of A, T, 
Legatee’s 
CATHEDRAL SCHOOLS, 
for the anti-hebraic and clerical protegés of the Hon, 
Henry Hilton and Mrs. Stewart, at 
GARDEN CITY, L. L, 
(where Mr. Stewart’s remains do not remain, and where 
the Hilton sarcophagus is in course 
of completion) and 
Now Bui.pinc By Mrs, A. T. STEWartT, 
to be connected with the Cathedral at 
CABBAGE GARDEN CITY, 
will take place on Wednesday, June 18th, 1879, at 12:30 
P, M., under the direction of the RIGHT Rrv. N,N, 
DEMIJOHN, Bishop of Long Island, assisted by Hon, 
HENRY HILtTon and Bishops of the Episcopal 
Church, five hundred salesmen from the estab- 
lishment of A. T. STEwarT & Co., and 
by all the clergy and representatives 
; of the laity. 

The music will be rendered by a trained 
choir of five hundred salesladies, supported by 
one hundred cash and choir-boys (in full canon- 
icals), an instrumental accompaniment, and 
the Centennial chime of bells, purchased by 
Mrs. Stewart far below cost. All under the 
baton of Wm. Linsey, Esq. 

THE Hon. HENRY HILTON 


will deliver an oration on ‘‘ Garbage and Oats 
as Educators of the Masses,” and Wm. Linsey, 
Esq., will preside at the banquet given on this 
occasion, the viands being furnished by Del- 
monico. 

Cot. DE Brot, assisted by Mr. RIcE, the 
Judge’s lawyer, will have charge of the dress- 
coats, provided for the salesmen at cost price, 
on this occasion. Each salesman will be re- 
quired to provide himself with a clean shirt for 
this ceremony, and will receive his trip-ticket 
at a greatly reduced price. 

No unseemly conduct at the banquet will be 
allowed, and any salesman or saleslady showing 
undue haste in the securing of food, however 
hungry they may be, will be reported at once 
to Wm. Lipsey, Esq. 

In Honor oF Mr. STEwart’s Memory, 


this day will be a general holiday in the New 
York establishment of Messrs, A. T. S. & Co., 
and all the employees of that firm are expected 
to commemorate the day by being present at 
this ceremony, and no reduction will be made 
from their salaries where they receive over four 
dollars per week. Tickets for the banquet, at 
which the Judge will give the Episcopal bless- 
ing, assisted by the Bishop, are placed at the 
low price of fifty cents each—Pilsener extra. 
THE MAGNIFICENT SITE. 


The structure is located upon the elevated 
ground, giving a full view of the Hilton sarco- 
phagus, and the cabbage gardens and out-fields 
cultivated by the Hon. Henry Hirton, and 
the interesting ceremony may thus be witnessed 
by thousands who will flock hither at excursion 
rates. Excursion tickets, at about half the reg- 
ular rates, will be issued from all stations. For 
further particulars see daily prints. No free 
tickets. 

Mrs. STEWART’S BENEFICENCE. 

N. B. The Cathedral Schools, being one of 
the monuments of Mr. STEwarT’s munificence, 
students will be furnished with tuition and 
rooms at the low rate of six dollars per week, 
same as at the late ‘‘ Woman’s Hotel.” Board- 
ing houses will be erected, where the students 
may live at greatly reduced rates. All the car- 
pets, upholstery and linen of the Cathedral 
Schools will be from the establishment of A. 
T. Stewart & Co., and not from ARNOLD, 
ConsTABLE & Co., as falsely reported. 
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GRAND STREET. 


F there is one thing we like to contemplate, 

it is the growth of trade and commerce, 

We like it. It bears contemplation. We 

like to see the stars and stripes peacefully wav- 

ing in every one of the myriad harbors of the 

world; and when we go running about those 

myriad harbors, we always make it a point to 

look at the stars and stripes. We love to see 

the mouths of foreign multitudes fed out of the 

abundant products of America, We are de- 

lighted to behold the mercantile navies of 

distant lands come here in ballast and go away 
heavy laden. 

All these things are evidences of the material 
prosperity of our beloved country. Our Stewarts, 
our Astors, our Nicoll-the-Tailors— all our great 
tradesfolk—are pleasant to contemplate as a 
proof that the nation is growing rich by honest 
trade, and that we are keeping money in circu- 
lation by legitimate and healthy means. 

Yes, we wish it to be understood that we are 
always pleased to note the proper and desirable 
extension of our foreign commerce and our 
home trade. We are in entire sympathy with 
the enterprise of our great merchant princes, 
we look on it as a good sigh, and a symbol of 
the march of Liberty, and all sorts of things. 

But there is a limit to even this. It is a good 
thing that commerce spreads; but we want 





commerce to do its spreading with discretion. 
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There is plenty of room to spread in, without 
encroaching on space wanted for other pur- 
poses. The mercantile eagle should have some 
discretion in his spreading. 

Nor can we deny that the respect—nay, 
reverence—which we feel for the wholesale 
dry-goods, or the timber, or the dyestuff, or 
the general commission business, does not ex- 
tend to that line of trade which is confined to 
shirt-studs, button-hooks and the minor divi- 
sions of ready-made calico garments. 

Not that there is anything against these 
trades, as trades, But it would not bring a 
blush to our patriotic American cheek to see 
the standard of freedom waving, in some far 
distant port, over a canal-boat bearing only 
merchandise of this peculiar class, There are 
businesses and businesses, and these are not a 
good style to take national pride in. 

So it is not with a sensation of unalloyed 
pleasure that we gaze on the marvels of mercan- 
tile enterprise in Grand Street, N. Y. 

For that loftily named avenue seems fairly 
to blossom out with small ware venders of all 
sorts. There is one section of the street where 
Weston himself could not make more than a 
quarter of a mile in an hour, unless that lump 
of leg and flesh possesses the power of pene- 
tration which the Bible tells us no rich man can 
ever acquire. 

He is a “‘smart man,” is Mr, Edward Payson 
Weston; but he would have to be a good deal 
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smarter than nature or training has made him, 
to steer a straight and rapid course through the 
Grand Street jungle. 

‘Jungle’ is a mild word for it. It isa com- 
bination of all geographical horrors, There is 
a wilderness of dry-goods, raised on frames or 
depending like the long arms of the banyan 
tree, from dark mysterious heights above; 
there is a desert of trays of buttons, thimbles, 
and gimcracks in general; there is a mountain 
range of packing-boxes, and a living river 
of vociferous Jew traders and worried way- 
farers, 

Here and there, perhaps, there is an oasis. 
In front of Lord and Taylor’s there is peace; 
and where Ridley’s generous portals open upon 
the sidewalk there is a delightful space, with no 
obstruction save the aggregation of buyers, who 
don’t annoy anyone except themselves. 

But-—O si sic omnes! Turn your face either 
way, and the retailing Hebrew is multitudinously 
objectionable, as far as the eye can reach, Not 
that shat is very far. The festooned cloths and 
clothing give only shallow vistas, closed in with 
ready-made skirts and shirts and jackets and 
petticoats, and all manner of saleable and un- 
saleable nuisances. 

Truly, with the most friendly feelings towards 
the trade of the metropolis, we can’t help think- 
ing it runs too much to obstructive peddlery on 
the street called Grand by our modest-minded 
forefathers. 
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IN MADISON SQUARE. 


LOVE, in June, when the sun is low, 
And a cool, soft breeze comes out of the West, 
To the Square of an afternoon to go, 
My wearied limbs on a seat to rest, 
And from under mine own particular tree 
To lazily watch the idlers there; 
For dear are the sights and sounds to me 
To be seen and heard in Madison Square. 


The air is rich with the scent, you know, 
Of the fresh mown grass; and the fountains play, 
And a casual gust at times will blow 
Against my face their cool, fine spray. 
And the nurses are out in their neat, white caps, 
And sometimes, too, their gallants are there, 
And vows are made, and—ah! well, perhaps 
Are broken as well—in Madison Square. 


Grandfather his daily siesta takes, 
And dozes over his Evening 7Ze/.; 
And the slouching tramp, as his thirst he slakes, 
Doth wish he had something to eat as well; 
And the little ones, all so nicely dressed, 
How their laughter rings through the evening air! 
Till I know not which I like the best— 
Their voice or the birds’—in Madison Square. 


Yes, pleasant it is, 2 /a G, F. Train, 

When the fretful toil of the day is done, 
To sit and watch the daylight wane, 

And enjoy the romance of shade and sun, 
Until your cigar burns slowly out, 

And your watch of dinner-hour bids beware; 
Oh, yes, I hold it beyond a doubt 

That life is pleasant in Madison Square. 


JOHN FRASER. 








LA CREME DES CHRONIQUES. 


WHAT THE WITS OF DE BLIN FIND TO SAY 
IN THEIR PAPERS. 


[By Courtesy of our E. C. The Evening Telegram.) 


STUDENT of architecture, meeting a 
grisette in the Quartier Grec, the fol- 
lowing dialogue took place: 

StrupENT—-Did not Mlle. Au Harat have a 
grand funeral yesterday? 

GrisETTE— What she did but for one thing; 
the people in the last carriage behaved shame- 
fully. 

StupENTt—My father and his family occu- 
pied that carriage. 

GRIsETTE—They acted as if they owned it; 
he had too much family for the carriage; or 
not enough carriage for the family. 

Student vanishes into thin air, up a ladder, 
with some crude architecture on his shoulder. 


Specimens of beautifully colored pipes have 
recently been added to the collection in l’Ecole 
des Beaux Arts, They are not meerschaums. 


eee 


A garcon from the Department de Limerique 
came to De Blina few days ago: 

‘‘Where,” asked the embryo citoyen, of a 
| pmyen. se in La Place de Nelsonne, “can I 

get a position as coachman ?” 

“Le Comte de Mourfoi, 14 rue de Grattan, 
wants one,’’ was the reply. 

‘Je vous remercie beaucoup, monsieur,” 
continued the me nae “but has he any 
marriageable daughters ?”’ 

“*No!]” 

** Alas! alas! he will not suit me, he will not 
suit me; I am sorry for him. Au revoir!” 


I overheard this conversative on rue St. 
Patrice, Corque: 

Mons, AUKELLI~Why are Parisian jokes 
like Man? *, 

Mons. ConNELLI—Really, I cannot imagine. 

Mons. AUKELLI— Because they are “‘fearfull 
and wonderfully made.” : 





“I do not like that bang down on your fore- 
head,” said Mons, Maquartie to Mlle. Bridgette. 

“Ah!” replied the witty miss, “ it is not bang 
down; it is bang up. 


‘*T am the oak; you are the vine,” remarked 
an ardent though silly lover to his Marianne. 
“* Let the vine, therefore, creep around the oak 
until it reaches the topmost leaves—”’ 

‘* And finds nothing there,” exclaimed the 
heartless beauty. 


In Bellefaste a vagrant was wrought before 
the magistrate: 

MAGISTRATE—You are charged with doing 
nothing; will you do something for a living if 
I let you go?” 

VaGRANT—Ah! Monsieur le juge, certaine- 
ment! certainement! ' 

Two hours later, when he was accused of be- 
ing snatching a pocket-book, he coolly pleaded 
that he had promised his Worship to do some- 
thing for a living, and felt in honor bound to 
keep his word. 


‘‘Mon cher ami, you embarrassed your 
bride, you walked down the aisle so awk- 
wardly,” said a gentleman to a newly-fledged 
husband in Ville de la Reine. 

‘* Alas! That is true,’”’ replied the latter; 
“but,” forgetting the presence of his wife, he 
added, ‘“‘I was embarrassed, also. I will do 
better the next time.” 

CuRRAN EVANS. 








LITERARY NOTES. 


— Our friend’ the Wheeling Zeader makes 
its appearance in a new dress, and its artistic 
get-up is an evidence of the prosperity and pop- 
vlarity which its editor certainly deserves, 

— The affairs of the Savannah Benevolent 
Association are now being investigated with 
Pucx’s double-million gas microscopes of extra 
power, The result will be duly given forth to 
the world. 

— ‘*Markof, the Russian Violinist,’ is in Ma- 
dame Henry Greville’s best style. It is quite 
the Correct Kibosh as a novel, and as for those 
mortals who like the andante of the adagio, in 
other words, scholastic musicians, ‘‘ Markof” 
ought to make them feelsupremely happy. Mrs. 
Greville slings her gay and festive poetic fancy 
to good purpose. The characters are well 
drawn, and we have no space to say more about 
the book, except that it was translated in Paris 
under the immediate supervision of Miss Helen 
Stanley, and it is published in Philadelphia by 
Mess, T. B. Peterson & Brothers. 








Answers foy the Aneious, 


HASELTINE,—You see, she has done it. 


A SWELTERING YANKEE.—lIf you think we keep an 
expensive Fitznoodle only to look after the dress of all 
the illegitimate namesakes of PUCK, you are very much 
mistaken. Ifthe tobacconistic Puck on the fence of the 
virgin Vanderbilt chooses to sport an ulster in this wea- 
ther, we are not responsible for his taste or his perspira- 
tion. And if you feel so badly about it, why don’t you 
buy him a duster on your own account, and say no more 
on the subject? 

BEWILDERMENT.—We are sorry that we cannot afford 
you any explicit information on the subject of Chinka- 
lyptus. If, as you secm to think, your potatoes have the 
cholera, it may Ye well to treat them with this remedy. 
But we really don’t know whether it will cure slowness 
in a horse. We generally light a fire under a slow 
horse; but it may be that Chinkalyptus, applied to the 
spinal column, would have the same effect. As to its 
uses as a preventive of mosquito-bites, we believe that 
depends wholly upon the mosquitoes. It might be only 
an attraction to a hungry New Jersey swamp-angel. You 
had better apply to the proprietors, or lie down on one 
side, and read the acrostic in their advertisement. 





Our excellent friend, Scridner’s, has done 
some noble work in the way of wood-engraving, 
as well as general magazining, if we may so 
verb it. It has been, of late years, a very lively 
element in American periodical literature. Our 
other esteemed, but venerable, not to say senile, 
contemporary, /Yarfer’s, has had to pick up its 
pace and make some showing of vitality. In- 
deed, many of our illustrated monthlies, and 
some of our weeklies, have been induced to 
discard the old-school implements of engrav- 
ing, the cold-chisel and the broad-axe, and to 
adopt methods better calculated to raise picto- 
rial journalism above the level of art main- 
tained by trade lists and illustrated circulars, 
Even the Modern Athenian A//antic has been 
aroused from its slumbers, and piqued into a 
nasal taunt: ‘‘ We ain’t illustrated at all; but 
your pictures ain’t no good, nuther!” 

This is all due to the enterprise of Scribner's; 
and very much to Scridner’s credit it is, too. 
But even enterprise of the most worthy charac- 
ter shouldn’t tire itself out, We like artistic 
things; but we don’t want art to soar too far 
into the regions of the unattainable. It is 
sometimes difficult, and frequently unhealthy, 
to follow her there. A dreadful possibility of 
the Scribner school, suffering from an access of 
superfluous art, is gently hinted at in the above 
reproduction, It is an awfully pretty picture, 
but if the gentleman it is supposed to represent 
were found drowned, as a means of identifi- 
cation that portrait would be of comparatively 
little value even to the gentleman’s own mama, 

Yet it is very artistic—we may be pardoned 
for saying even too much so, 








In Ancient Rome, the visitor to the theatre 
purchased, in lieu of a ticket, a little cane, 
which he carried in his-hand and delivered to 
the door-keeper. By the time the audience 
was seated, there must have been a big pile of 
sticks at the entrance. Nowadays they often 
put the parcel of sticks upon the stage. 
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| ARCHIE GASCOYNE, 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE, 


WRITTEN EXFRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
' BY 


JOHN FRASER, - 
AUTHOR OF 
“Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘¢Fair Fragoletta;” ‘‘ Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life;” 
‘* Legends of Lorne;” “ Lone Glengartney,” 
etc., etc., etc. 


4 (Continued.) 

F the drive itself little need be said, the 
scenery, until one approaches the Dun- 

4” vegan policies, being, like so much of 
the woodless scenery of Skye, monotonously 
commonplace, But it was very pleasant for all 
that, and, with theexception of the little French 
governess, every one seemed to be in the high- 
est spirits. 

The Doctor, if we be permitted the common 
but expressive slang, was simply ‘‘ immense,” 
and flirted in the most recklessly and charac- 
teristically Hibernian and bare-faced fashion 
with poor little Effie, whose heart, we are afraid, 
the wily Irishman had by this time fairly con- 
quered. 

‘“* Look, Effiie, look!” cried the Doctor—he 
called them all by their Christian names— 
“What a magnificent bull. Be the powers, it 
it must be a Connemara one.” 

“Probably,” interrupted Archie quietly; 
“Trish bulls are famous all over the world.” 

“« Yes,” retorted Bob, nothing abashed, ‘‘and 
so are Lowland calves.” 

““O Doctor!” interposed Miss Maggie, un- 
consciously coming to the rescue of her lover, 
for, though unacknowledged as yet by either, 
her lover he was to all intents and purposes, 
“isn’t that rude? It quite reminds me of— 
what do you call the place?” 

“Strawberry Beds?” suggests the Doctor, 
with suspicious innocence. 

‘Oh, no; I know them,” replied his antag- 
onist, laughing. ‘‘ They are in Phoenix Park, 
Dublin. I know, for Colin MacLeod—” (here 
Archie frowned ominously—‘“‘ took us there 
once; you remember, Effie ?” 

“Ves,” said Effie, with a mischievous twinkle 
in her eye, ‘‘ and how jolly it was, and what 
awful spoons you two were!” 

“Oh, they were—were they?” interpolated 
Archie, with an attempt at a smile. 

‘* Never mind her,” cried Maggie, blushing 
scarlet nevertheless, and really annoyed, for 
Colin MacLeod still paid her attention, and it 
was more than likely they would meet him at 
the Castle that afternoon, “‘ Effie delights in 
mischief and talking nonsense.” 

‘* Bedad and she wouldn’t be worth her salt 
if, she didn’t,” said the Doctor, “and I'd 
sooner have nonsense from her lips than wisdom 
from the mouth of Demosthenes or the blessed 
St. Paul—aye, or the holy St. Pathrick him- 
self,” 

Effie turned scarlet, but they all laughed, 
and in the general merriment her confusion 
was, if we be allowed the term, drowned. 

“Yes, but Doctor,” persisted Miss Mac- 
donald, “revenon a mouton.” 

“4 mouton, indeed! you should say a & 
beuf,” 

“Well, well,” said Miss Maggie, laughing 
good-naturedly at the Doctor’s elephantine ef- 
forts to be funny, “to return to our subject. 
What place can it be that your rudeness—ex- 
cuse me, sir, but you were rude—reminded me 
of? Some Irish fair, I think.” 

“Kathleen Mavourneen, perhaps ?” 
“Dear me, how funny! You should send 





that to Punch, Who knows but you might be 
as fortunate as the Glasgow warehouseman who 
sent our English Charivari the celebrated ad- 
vice to people about to marry—*‘ Don’t.” 

“‘Why, what did he get for it?” inquired 
Archie. 

** Well, I don’t know. According to popu- 
lar rumor, a check for five guineas; but a Lon- 
don newspaper man, who was down here last 
year assured us that the author of the now 
famous Jon mot recieved what outside contri- 
butors to Punch so often get—”’ 

“* What’s that ?” 

‘¢ Thanks.” 

‘* Be the powers, an’ that’s more than I got,” 
exclaimed Bob, all his professional spirit up in 
arms in a moment; “ but it’s -loike the dirty 
Cockney spalpeens. I sent some articles me- 
self two years ago, and though I say it that 
shouldn’t, they were a great deal superior to 
the average magazine article; and, on me 
honor as an Oirish jintleman, I have never had 
either thanks or a brass farthing for them 
since.” 

“Shameful!” cried little Effie, her eyes 
moistening with genuine sympathy. 

“« Were they accepted ?” asked Archie cruelly; 
but Bob, pretending not to hear him, directed 
the conversation into a fresh channel, and thus 
avoided a collision. 

‘* How cruel of you!”” whispered Miss Mag- 
gie, with an arch smile, to her partner. 

“‘ Cruel only to be kind,” replied Archie in 
equally low tones; ‘ Bob, like all Irishman, is 
apt to bounce at times.” 

“ And is boasting confined to Irishmen ?” 

‘‘ That depends. For instance, I would be 
more than justified in boasting at present.” 

‘“‘ Indeed!” with a quick raising of the long, 
beautifully curved eyebrows. ‘ Of what, pray? 
Of your pipe?” 

“No,” retorted Bob mildly, and with a dan- 
gerously soft light in his eye; “of my part- 
ner.” 

“Pray, Mr. Campbell,” replied Maggie, 
blushing, half angry and half pleased, ‘‘ do not 
make me the subject of your jokes.” 

‘And could there be a fairer subject ?” 

But the young girl merely turned her head 
aside, and for some minutes afterwards there 
was silence. ‘ 


* * 


Meanwhile the Count was keeping the ba- 
rouche party in constant merriment with his 
deliciously broken English and quaint wit, 
while under the very nose of the Doctor, who 
rode beside and enjoyed the situation as much 
as anybody, he carried on a desperate and most 
shameless flirtation with Mrs, Macintosh. 

“‘ Veel you hev a ceegarette, Madame?” in- 
quired the Count politely, in one of the lulls 
of the conversation. Zey are verry ‘‘not large”’.” 

‘‘ No, thank you, Count Frankylstein,” was 
the laughing reply. 

‘‘ Nein!” exclaimed the Count, astounded, 
raising both hands in surprise and shrugging 
his shoulders, ‘“ Vy not?” 

‘ Oh, ladies in our country do not smoke.” 





“Not smodk! vat a barbarous country it 
moost be!” 

‘* Why, Count, do you actually set us down as 
barbarians ?” said the Doctor. 

“ Certainly!” was the composed reply; then, 
turning with a comically killing look to Mrs. 
Macintosh, ‘‘ except zee ladies.” 

* e oo 

The cavalcade had now entered upon the 
Dunvegan policies, and in a few minutes more, 
towering above rock and wood and fell, the im- 
posing tower and battlements of the old Castle 
came into view. Shortly afterwards the car- 
riage had drawn up at ashort distance from the 
main entrance,and the various members of the 
party having descended from their respective 
vehicles, they were at liberty to enjoy the 
sight. 

To the new-comers it was a revelation, and 
Archie in particular was in a bewilderment of 
wonder and delight. With the quick eye of 
an artist he caught at once the spirit of the 
scene; not a point was lost. 

On a gigantic rock, jutting boldly out into 
the green, limpid waters of the Atlantic, stands 
the old Castle, sentinelled landwards by magni- 
ficent trees of immemorial age, through the 
heart of which a mountain stream brawls and 
brattles over lichened boulder and through sul- 
len pool into the crystalline water out of 
which the Castle seems to rise, and the shallow 
depths of which are brilliantly irradiated by a 
thousand colors of brilliant tawny red and 
purple, brown and silver and gold, from the 
rich sea-reck and mosses that line the bottom 
and sides. 

The party had by this time broken up and 
separated, not to reassemble until lunch-time, 
which was not far off, and Miss Maggie and 
Archie, having been partners in the carriage, 
were naturally left together. 

The young girl’s face, always pleasant to look 
upon, was doubly pleasant now. An indefina- 
able softness gave a strange, sweet expression 
to the face which hitherto, with all its beauty 
and sweetness, it had wanted; and the eyes, 
unlike those of Kilmeny, shone with that tell- 
tale light—that irresistible, unconscious heart- 
glamor that reveals with infallible accuracy the 
first awakening of maidenly desire—of womanly 
love. 

Her cheek, too, was flushed with the flush 
that betokened inward emotion, and a sweet 
gravity gave to her beautiful face a rare and 
indescribable charm as she watched the delight 
with which her companion drank in the beauty 
of the scene and enjoyed, with what we might 
almost call antiquarian delight, the massive 
grandeurs of Castle Dunvegan. 

“Well,” she said gently at last, as if har- 
monizing her voice to the spirit of the sur- 
roundings and unwilling harshly to break the 
spell, ‘‘ is it not lovely ?” 

“Lovely!” echoed the dreamer, starting 
from his reverie and turning slowly round, 
“lovely!” and as his quick eye caught the 
strange, sweet, new expression on the speaker's 
face, his heart gave a sudden leap and a great 
joy thrilled through his veins, and flashed into 
his face and eyes, irradiating both with a light 
of which that on hers seemed but the reflection 
—*‘ lovely!” he repeated, dreamily—‘‘ yes— 
lovely beyond conception.” And again their 
eyes met, and looked into each other’s with a 
strange, bewildering intensity, and it seemed 
an age—an age of almost intoxicating and 
thrilling though halfconscious gladness—be- 
fore either could withdraw that gaze. Her eyes 
dropped first, and a dangerously embarrassing 
and painful silence followed. Both hearts beat 
tumultuously—so fast and strong that each al- 
most dreaded the other could hear it. 

‘* Maggie,” said Archie, suddenly but gently 
seizing her hand, “ forgive me calling you 
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Maggie and don’t—pray don’t withdraw your 
han Bi} 


“ Oh, Meester Campbell!” cried a voice be- 
hind them. 

In an instant he dropped her hand, and, 
with admirable nonchalance and presence of 
mind, as if continuing the conversation, said 
in a commonplace conventional tone that be- 
tokened extraordinary self-command: 

‘‘T really never saw anything more beautiful. 
Ah, Mademoiselle ’—turning to the intruder, 
and with as hearty a mental curse as ever man 
uttered—“ I thought you had gone off with the 
children.” 

‘* Yees,” replied Mile. Thollier, ene up 
with a sweet smile on her lips, but a wildcat 
glitter in her eye, ‘ but Madame left some 
leetle zing behind and I come for it.” 

Maggie, who had by this recovered her com- 
posure, here turned upon the speaker and with 
unusual sharpness said: 

‘“‘ Did mamma:say what she had missed ?” 

** Oh, yees, Mees Maggie, a book; but I can- 
not see it, and think she must be mistaken. 
Au revoir till lunch.” 

“Strange,” thought Maggie, while a vague 
suspicion began to form itself in her mind. “It 
is not mamma’s custom to take books with her 
to picnics; but I shall see.” 

If the situation, so far as the lovers were 
concerned, had been awkward before the inter- 
ruption, it was doubly so now. Although curs- 
ing Mlle. Thollier from the bottom of his 
heart, Archie could not help feeling that it had 
saved him from possible trouble. At present 
he was sailing under false colors and in a false 
and subordinate position. What would Glenin- 
ver and his wife think of him—their hired 
tutor—making love to their daughter and doing 
all he could to win her young affections? And 
this before he had been three days in their 
house, and without so much as even consulting 
them? Besides, there was that false name— 
not false altogether, but still not true. And 
his father, Sir Alexander! Altogether it was a 
pretty mess. 

Nor were Maggie’s emotions much less con- 
flicting. She felt she was doing wrong; she 
feared she had allowed herself to go too far 
with this stranger; that he might feel some con- 
tempt for her want of maidenly reserve; and 
that, in short,she had done a very foolish thing 
in allowing this unknown and certainly pen- 
niless lad to presume so much. And yet—and 
yet, she was conscious of a strange, bewilder- 
ingly sweet sensation of quiet happiness and 
peace—to which hitherto her heart had been a 
stranger, and, in spite of all her efforts to feel 
miserable, she felt indescribably happy. 

This time it was Archie who was first to 
break the painful silence. 

** Yes,” he said, returning to her first words, 
and as if no break had occurred, “‘ it zs lovely; 
something far beyond my fondest anticipations 
—something, certainly, for which brave, gruff 
old Doctor Johnson by no means prepared 
me.” The tones in which Archie spoke were so 
conventionally emotionless and quiet that Mag- 
gie could hardly believe it was the same voice; 
but his easy, natural manner served to put her 
quite at ease, and she replied in the same strain, 
though with more effort: 

‘Oh, I am so glad you have read—for I’m 
sure you have—the Doctor’s travels through 
the Highlands. Is it not a delightful book ?” 

** His own account or Boswell’s ?” 

** Both.” 

‘“* Yes, they are charming reading; but, com- 
pared with the reality, how very tame do not 
the Doctor’s descriptions of scenery now seem! 
Take that of this very Castle, for instance— 
see, I have taken the book with me; I thought 
perhaps you would like to read it once again 
in presence of some of the scenes it describes.” 


(To be continued.) 





EPITAPHS. 


Our worthy neighbor over the way 
Got suddenly sick the other day; 

He spied a bottle on the shelf, 

And then proceeded to help himself; 
The doctor pronounced it croton oil 
Just after he shuffled this mortal coil. 


“He is not dead, but sleepeth.” 


HE chopped up his wood 
As no other man could, 
But death took him in on the fly; 
He had a bad wife, 
And they fought all their life, 
But he’s gone to the sweet bye and bye. 


SHE was a modest little girl, 
Her name was Mattie Gordon; 
But on the fire she poured some oil, 
And she’s sailed the river Jordan. 


“* Sweetly he sleeps.” 
HE tried to ride a vicious horse, 
This boy, this Herman Beck; 
But ere a day it threw him on his head, 
And gently broke his neck. 


Tue professional balloonist has a soar head. 
—Detroit Free Press. 

BEECHER’s military coat is cut in the old 
Elizabethan style.— Bangor Commercial. 

THERE is an apothecary on Eighth Street 
who is a pillar to a down-town church.—/Phi/a. 
Sunday Item. ; 

THE young girl who graduates in four lan- 
guages and sixteen flounces will soon be heard 
from.— lV. O. Picayune. 

ENGLAND ships Worcestershire sauce to the 
Fiji Isiands. Is baked missionary losing its 
flavor ?— Herald P. J. : 

THE man whose “thoughts took a wide 
range”’ was at the stove-dealers’ convention 
this week.— Boston Com. Bulletin. 

THE Cincinnati Commercial thinks Adam 
and Eve were the first to bring out ‘‘Pinafore.” 
Well, fig (leaf) uratively speaking, yes.— Detroit 
Free Press. 

THE coachman who marries his wealthy em- 
ployer’s daughter may truthfully assert that his 
‘lines’ have fallen in pleasant places.” —San 
Francisco Wasp. 

WHEN you are losing money, the most econ- 
omical thing you can do is to take in a part- 
ner. That is the way careful business men do. 
—Modern Argo. 

‘“‘ In the bright complexion of my youth I’ll 
have no such word as pale,” and she reached 
for the rouge box with the clutch of an angel. 
—New Haven Register. 

THE sea-serpent yawned and stretched him- 
self the other day, and then raised his head to 
see if the season had opened at Cape May yet. 
— Cincinnati Saturday Night. 

A younc lady, the other evening, kissed, in 
the dark, a young man whom she mistook for 
her lover. Discovering the mistake, she said, 
‘“‘ It’s not he, but it’s nice.”— Zoronto Grip. 

Wuewn asked how the ladies were dressed at 
a fashionable party the other evening, a modest 
youth replied: ‘About as much as an oyster 
on the half-shell.”— Buffalo Every Saturday. 
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THE MOSQUITO. 
Buz-z-z-zip! Buz-buz-z-z-zip! 
Then we chase around the room, 
Bark our shins up in the gloom 
To build that insect’s tomb 
With a loaded pillow-slip. 
But how vain is our endeavor, 
More uncertain than the weather, 
For we hif him “ hardly ever.” 
(Forgive us,) 
And back he comes upon our blood to sip, 
— Wheeling Leader, 

PHILADELPHIA and Boston have their cooking 
schools for girls.—Zx. All right. Cook a girl 
for us, please, and send her right along. We 
would like ours a little rare.— Cincinnati Sat. 
Night. 

THE Vice-President of the United States has 
so completely disappeared from view that it is 
strongly suspected that he has fallen a victim 
to Ohio body-snatchers.— Fhiladelphia Kronikle- 
Herald. 

ENGLAND has succeeded in beating Parole 
by loading him down, and she might, perhaps, 
beat Hanlan if she forced him to row with 
Senator David Davis in the boat as coxswain, 
— Boston Post. 








SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten ihe breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. * 





POND’S EXTRACT. Toilet Cream. 
Cleansing and Softening to the Face and Hanns; prevents 
Chapping, Eruptions and Roughness. Price, $1.00 per Bottle, 
On sale at all respectable Drug Stores. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now used over 

the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 

Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 

but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 

genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 

ana U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 
. ¥. City. 








Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS., 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ef Bowel complaints; a 
sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
cordial in itself, if taken pure. It is also most excellent for 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 


21,522,944 Glasses 


OF THE HERMANN BREWERY LAGER BEER 
WERE DRUNK IN THIS CITY LAST YEAR. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 


Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 


SANDIFER, 


DIAMOND (sm. 


6th Avenue Hotel. 
Chinkalyptus, Thousand Dollar Acrostic. 











NO FANCY PRICES. 
Chills, chills, malarial chilis! 


Hope there gleams for a man with these ills, 

If he speedily sends unto us, 

No physic taking but Chinkalyptus. 

Known it may be by its box of tin, 

Always with thirty-six pills within; 

Lovely pills, pone smooth and white, 

You'll surely find they will cure you quite. 

Palmetto on cover in blue you’ll see, 

‘Together with crocodiles viewing the tree. 

Useless ’t would be for us, to say more, 

So well’s Chinkalyptus known at drug store. 

Chinkalyptus is sold at retail by all druggists at 25 cents per 

box, or $2.75 per family package of One Dozen. Victor E. MAUGER 
& Perris, General Agents, Nos. 104 to 110 Reade St.. New York. 
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VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


RUINART sstabiisnea 17200 AMPAGNES. 


Connoisseurs pronounce recent shipments of these Wines to be 
unequaled in quality. 
Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 
Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate<flavor, not too dry. 
DODGE, CAMMEYER & CO., 
16 Courtlandt St., Sole Agents tor the United States, 








BROKHAHNE’S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 














SS - = =o 
Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Saop and 
Brush, All combined in One. 


This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most celebrated Speed and Diamond 
Spear Razors, being Hamburg hollow ground. 


H. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. Y. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


QINQHAML 27 siz<....$1 00 


GUANACQ, patented.... 2 OO 
SILK, paragon frame ..... 2 50 
The Fa med 





400 


a@- Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 

2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near a2gth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 





nr ; 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 





Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 
PAUL GOEPEL, 
Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 
Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 


Publisher of ‘DER TECHNIKER,”’ a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 








COPYRIGRTED. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 


174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK. 


rh > 
KEEP’S SHIRTS 
ARE THE VERY BEST. 
_— from Wamsutta Muslin. Bosom three-ply linen. The 
ver est. 
EEP’S PATENT PARTLY MADE SHIRTS, six for $6. 
Only plain seams to finish. 
KEEP’S CUSTOM SHIRTS, very best, to measure, six for $9. 
Fit guaranteed. 
NIGHT SHIRTS, all sayien extra long, $1 each. 
IRTS, $ 





BOYS’ COMPLETE S t each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy Gold-plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

WHITE CASHMERE SHIRTS, soc. each; Summer Merino 
Shirts, whole or half sleeves, 60c. each; Scarlet gauze (anti- 
rheumatic), $1.25 each; Canton Flannel Shirt and Drawers, 75 c. 
each; Best Pepperell Jean Drawers, soc. each. 

KEEP’S UMBRELLAS. 

BEST GINGHAM, PATENT PROTECTED RIBS, §1 each; 
50 per cent stronger than any other Umbrellas. Regina and Twilled 
Silks in all styles. Novelties in Ladies’ Sun and Rain Umbrellas, 

EP’S KID GLOVES, 
For Gents, the very best, plain or embroidered, $1 a pair. 
HANDKERCHIEFS, HOSIERY, TIES, Re. 

All goods warranted. Samples and circulars mailed free. We 
have removed our Sixth avenue store to No, 1299 BROADWAY, 
between 33d and 34th streets. 


KEEP’S MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
STORES: 


637 Broadway 
Nos. { 1299 Broadway | New York, 


No, 341 Fulton Street, 
Brooklyn, 






CIGARETTES 
and TOBACCO 
“ “STRAIGHT ”—Rare Old Virginia. 
“ HALVES ”’—Rare Old Perique and Virginia. 
NEW COMBINATIONS OF THESE FRAGRANT TOBACCOS. 


CARL H. SCHULTZ’S 


SPARKLING TABLE WATERS. 


Carbonic, Selters and the 
Alkaline Vichy. 


Used in preference to any others on account of their delicious 
taste, absolute purity, reliable composition and dietetic properties. 
Sold in large glass bottles, in cases of fifty, for only 


SIX DOLLARS. 


Families living in the country should not be without 
them, 











Carlsbad, Marienbad, Ems, Kissingen, Pullna, 
Bitter Kissingen, Schwalbach, Pyrmont, &c. 
Please address orders, 


CARL H. SCHULTZ, 860 Broadway, New York. 


Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 
OPEN FROM 6:90 A. M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connecting 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 

. CHAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 
ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry to Jer- 
sey City, connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connecting with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries. 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
‘eer City. 
33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 
42D ST.—Connecting with New York Transfer Company’s 
cabs for Grand Central Depot. 

soTH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

53D ST. AND 8TH AVE, soTHST. ANDoTHAV. 72D 
ST. AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. AND 9TH AV. 03D ST. AND 
9TH AV. 104TH ST. AND vs AV. FOR UP-TOWN ‘TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trans take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and oth av. 


alternately, 
FARE TEN CENTS, 

except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7 P.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, moxaks 


Superintendent. 


Manhattan Beach Railway. 


Double Track over the entire Road. 


GREENPOINT DIVISION. 

Trains leave foot of 23rd street, East River, by steamer Sylvan 
Grove, 8:45, 9:45, 10:45, 11:15, $1745 A. M.; ]12:15, 12:45, Ir:15, 
$1:45, §2:15, $2:45, 13:15, $3:45, 14:15, 4:45, 35:15, $5:45, 16:15, 6:45, 
17:15, $7:45» 18:15, 38:45 P. M. 

Returning leave Manhattan Beach for Greenpcint and New 
York, 7:35, 10, [11:05 A, M.; $12:05, 12;30, 1:10, $1:30, |]2:15, 2:30, 
§3:15, £3:30, f4:15. $4:30, s:15, $5:30, 6:15, 6:30, | 7:15, $7:30, 
8:15, $8:30, §9:02, t9:30, 10:35 P. M 

Trains marked thus | stop at East New York only—1s5 minutes 
after Greenpoint time. Trains marked thus { do not stop at 
Sheeps Head Bay. 

BAY RIDGE DIVISION. 

Steamers ‘““Thomas Collyer’’ and “Twillght’’ leave New York 
(N. R.) connecting at Bay Ridge with trains for Manhattan Bea: h, 
as follows: 

22d Street—g:10, f10:25, $11:25 A. M.; 12:25, $1:25, $2:25, 3:25, 
t4:25, 15325, 6:25, $7225, [8:25 P. mt. 

Leroy street—9:35, $10: 35,J11:35 A-M.; 12:35, $135, $2335, 3235, 
34:35, $5235, 6:55 Pe M. 

Pier 8—9:55, f10:55, frriss A. M.; 12255, $1i55, feiss, 3:55, 
$4:55, $5255, O:55 Pe M. avi 

The steamer “‘D. R. Martin’’ connects with Elevated Railroads 
at Whitehall street, and trains at Bay Ridge for Manhattan Beach 
as follows: 

Leave Whitehall Street {9:25, $10:25, 11:25 A.M.; [r2:25, tr:25, 
te:25, $325, $4:25, $5:25, 26:25, $7:25, $8;25, P. m. 

Trains marked thus { do not stop at Sheeps Head Bay, 

RETURNING LEAVE 

Manhattan Beach for Bay Ridge and New York as follows: 

8:10, *10:20,-*11:00, *11:20 A. M.; 12:00 M; "12:20, [1:00, *1:20, 
$2:00, *2:20, $3:00, *3:20, 4:00, *4:20, $5:00, *5:20, $6:00, *6:20, 
$7:00, *7:20, $8:00, *8:20, 8:55, *9:20 and fro:25 Pp, M. 

Trains marked thus * connect with steamer “D, R, MARTIN” 
and do not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

Trains marked thus ~{ connecting with North River Boats do 
not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

Excursion Tickets good to return to New York over either di- 
vision, but North River and Greenpoint Tickets are not good on 
Elevated Railroads. 

Orders may be left with Dodd’s Express for baggage to and 
from Manhattan Beach. 

GRAND CONCERTS EVERY AFTERNOON 
AND EVENING BY GILMORE’S BAND AND 
LEVY. 


to 








CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


FLL HATS 


FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANALST., NEW YORE, 











5 "+ tele amasaaanan 
© Estastisump 1838. 





CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39, N.R., at 8:35, and 24th St. ato A.M. (B 
Annex boat from ROOKLYN at 8 A. M.) Landing at NY- 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers ome | at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. ‘Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 


MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, 


(LATE GILMORE’S.) 


Great Success of this Splendid Summer Resort. 


FLOWERS AND FOUNTAINS, 





CHANGE OF PROGRAMME NIGHTLY. 
Sig. Liberati and the Grand Band. 


H. B. DODWORTH.........00+ eeescseeee eee eree es - Director 
POPULAR MUSIC NIGHTLY. 





ADMISSION 25 .CENTS. 











Just out : 





WITTY JEWS AND JEWISH WITS. 


PRICE, 15 CENTS, 


RICHLY ILLUSTRATED. 
AMERI 


AT ALL NEWS STANDS. 
CAN NEWS COMPANY, New York. 














THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THE 
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PUCK. 





LORD & TAYLOR 


Broadway and 20th Street. 
A GREAT SPECIALTY 
IN 


BATHING SUITS 


CHEAPEST AND BEST QUALITY OF BATH 
ING SUITS IN THE CITY. 


Wiley & 3 


Grand and Allen Sts., N. Y. 


STRAW CGOOCDS. 


IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC. 


FAYAL HATS. 


AT IMMENE PURCHASE. 


ALL AT 45c.-% 


TRIMMED SHADE AND PICNIC HATS, 13¢., 15c., 20c., 25¢., 
35C. to $1.75. 


SWEEPING REDUCTIONS 


ON ALL OUR TRIMMED GOODS. 


BOYS’, YOUTHS’ AND MEN’S HATS, 


25C., 59C-, 75C-., $1 up» LEADING STYLES. 


LADIES’ BONNETS & ROUND HATS, 
CHIPS, LEGHORNS, TAPES, DUNSTABLE, AND 
EVERY OTHER BRAID, from 25c., 5oc., 75¢., 1§. 

June Reduction in Prices. 





INFANTS’ LACE CAPS, 25c., 35¢., 45¢., 65c. to $5. 
PURCHASED AT 50c, ON THE DOLLAR. 


OSTRICH FEATHERS, FRENCH FLOWERS. 
BLACK ALL-SILK TRIMMING SATINS, 49c., 59¢., 75¢., 88¢. 


VERY LARGE LOT OF BONNET GAUZE TRIMMINGS. 


WHI'E SATIN AND GROS GRAIN = ALL 
BONS, ALSO, LEGHORN COLORS, WIDTHS. 


Fancy Goods and Fans, 
SILK PARASOLS AND SHADES, 


22 and 24 INCH, at soc., 63c., 85c., $1, $1.25, $1.50 up. 


SILK MITTS. 


500 Dozen for Ladies, at 10C., 25€., 30C., 35€., 45C., 50C., 75C. 
500 Dozen 14 Long, 75c., $1, $1.25, $1.50, $1.75, $1.85, $2. 
250 Dozen 34 Long, $1.50, $1.75, $2, $2.50, up to $5 Pair. 


CLEARING PILES OF 


TWO-BUTTON KID GLOVES, 
AT 25c. A PAIR. 


EDWD. RIDLEY & SONS, 


309, 811, $11 1-2 Grand St., 
66, 58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68 and 70 ALLEN ST. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES. 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 


A, B. CHISOLM, Proprietor, 
61 BROADWAY. 








TO HOUSEKEEPERS. 
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COWPERTHWAIT & C0, 


153, 155 & 157 CHATHAM ST., 
To Make Room for a further Enlargement, will sel] 


for two weeks, at BUYERS’ OWN PRICES, 


PARLOR SUITS. CHAMBER SUITS, 


ETC., 
apr ¢€_ fe CEP’ a 
Extending over the year, or 5 per cent. off for CASH, 


$20 and upward 
$12 and upward 
. $5 and upward 

$5 and upward 

$7 and upward 
$10 and upward 
$20 and upward 


Walnut Sofas.. ..$10 and upward 





Walnut Easy Chairs 
Walnut Fancy Camp Chairs 
Walnut Lounges.. 

Walnut Extension T'ables.. 
Walnut Dining Tables 
Stoves and Ranges... 
Refrigerators. . 7 
Children’s Carriages... 


$5 and upward 

$2 and upward 

... $4 and upward 
..$5 and upward 

$3 and upward 
.....-$4 and upward 
-+...-$4 and upward 
...$5 and upward 


AN IMMENSE STocK oF 


CARPETS, OIL-CLOTHS, Ete. 





rr: 

1162 Broudway, Es 

nme UES 
American Institute Fair, New York. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St., 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 


MEDALS: 


Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 








PHOTOGRAPHER, 
347 East 14th Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article liatiana 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red Ne. 14 Heiden Lane, 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 


BOHEMIAN BIER: 
SCHMITT ¢ KOEEHNE. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 


Y, 
Brewery & Office, 159—165 E. 59th 
St. Ice-house and Rock-vaults, 56th 
and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East 
River, N. Y 
guarantee * BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
ported SBier in all respects, and to Excel Domestic and 
estern + in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it th 
“ BEST SHIPPING BIER.’? 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BIER. 














i: 
L. DE VENOGE, 


41 South William Street, New York. 


GENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


A Leon 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 E. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 

Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 
te Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 

eeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00, Teeth extracted without pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Teetu. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
‘S ‘N JHL NI G3ALYNO0dWI 
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) BATHING SUITS 


Ladies, Gentlemen and Children. 


TURKISH BATH 
SHEETS & ROBES. 


Blanket Steamer Robes, 


TRAVELLING AND 
NEGLIGEE SHIRTS, 
CHEVIOT AND PONGEE PAJAMAS. 


NECKWEAR. 


Driving and Travelling Gloves, 


DRESS SHIRTS, 
COLLARS & CUFFS, 


READY MADE AND TO ORDER. 


Ladies’ Travelling Satchels & Bags. 
YACHTING SHIRTS, 


&c., cé&c. 


Arnold, Constable & Co., 


BROADWAY, corner [9th Street. 


BARRETT 


The Great New York Tailor, 


SUCCESSOR TO ARNHEIM 


OF THE WELL-KNOWN STORE, 
202 BOWERY 


Is the CHEAPEST and MOST FASHIONABLE TAILOR in 
AMERICA, HE EMPLOYS FIRST-CLASS WORKMEN 
ONLY, and HAS the LARGEST ASSORTMENT of FOREIGN 
and DOMESTIC WOOLENS to CHOOSE FROM. QUALITY 
STYLE and PRICES UNEQUALLED. CALL AT 


202 BOWERY 





OBSERVE 





TOP OF SICN. 
BRANCH STORE, No. 19 WALL STREET. 


E.. IO ny 


STEAM 


Pamphlet and Book Binder, 


. 29 BEEKMAN STREET. 


Pamphlet ‘eae of every description, and Pass books for banks 
i specialty.—Personal attention to everything entrusted to my care. 


GREAT REDUCTION iN PRICES. 








Ready Mixed Paints............. so Cts. Fr “ag per gallon. 

English Rubber Roof Paint............+sse+++ 50 C 

oy 7 Paint for leaky roofs.... .....+- 75 o 
eeececccccsococcosecescoscocssococe Bad . 

Raw ¢ Ol, done cdagse Sake deeb cams seesenbibeen 4s“ ee 


Macuingry Ors cheaper than at any store in the city. 


NEW YORK CITY OIL CO., Sole Agents, 
124 MAIDEN LANE. 





THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 

IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 
SIzE. PRICE. SIZE. PRICE. 
Cu 











‘EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 
HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 
Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerators, 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y, City, 
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—s. BREWERY 405-433 EAST SStSTNY. 





Sales from ea 1, 1878—79 - - st as Ma 80,000 
From May 1, 1877— 78 - - - - - - Barrels 56, 215 
INCREASED SALE : . . . . Barrels 23.785 





Or, 95,140 Kegs. 
HEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 


An "OUR. PRICE. NICOLL, the Tailor, 


AT. ‘YOUR PRICE. 139—15 ? Bowery. 


726 Second Hand Boo 
iO) CPi cM, cacae-ceesgdee sped cebu $3.00 to $10.00 


AT "ANY P RICE. gs De ee See $12.00 to $40.00 


Catalogue of General Literature free. Satisfaction Guaranteed. 


LEGCGAT BROTHERS, 


. hear new Post Office. 

















LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY CO. 


This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature 
of the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, for Next Grand Drawing 
the term of Twenty-five Years, to which contract the inviolable faith ee ean oe 00 880s coe. 
of the State is pledged, with a capital of $1,000,000, to which it Tickets, 540. Halves, $20. hah nay» $10. Fifths, $8. | 
has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. w 


Tenths, $4 entieths, $2. Fortieths, $1. 
IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES, Special Y’ = Clubs and Agents on 
t1oth Monthly Grand Distribution, New Orleans, July 8th, 


application. 
JOrERT, DRAWING JUNE 30th. 





TICKET OFFICE. 102 NASSAU. ST NY 


takes iy June 26th, 


. eke a "Whole tickets, @1. 
1857 prizes, total, $110,400; capitals, $30,000, $10,000, $5,000, etc, Loul IANA. "STATE, LOTT Y. 
100,000 tickets, two ($2) dollars; halves, one ($1) dollar Draws, sian Capital, Lo 


Th tn os. Halves, $1 


ALL CERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 


a@ In writing orders or for information please state 


Apply to M. A. DAUPHIN, P. O. Box 692, New Orleans, La.; 
or same at 319 Broadway, New York. 





that you saw this in the English “‘Pucx.”’ 











A YEAR and enses to 
Address P. O. VICKERY, 


ts. Outfit Free. 














$77 


ugusta, Maine. 








Sent cheaply anywhere by freight or express. 


EDWARD VAN 





PLASTIC-SLATE ROOFING. 


THE BEST, CHEAPEST, and MOST EASILY APPLIED ROOFING MADE for FLAT OR STEEP ROOFS, CUTTERS, FLUSHINCGS, Etc 
TESTED TWENTY YEARS. Established 1857. 

REFER TO R. Hoe & Co., Harper & Bros., Jno. Roach & Son, and Eighty-two Insurance Companies. Send for Girculars. Plastic-Slate Roof Coating for OLD ROOFS, 50 cents per gallon. 

Roofs laid by contract anywhere, and warranted 10 years. Also, Vitrified Tiles, (Terra Cotta), for Flat and Steep Roofs and Stable Floors. Indestructible and Non-Absorbent. 


Van Orden’s Asphalt-Rock Sanitary Floors, Water-Proof Pavements, Cellar Bottoms, Etc. 


ORDEN & CO., 79 Maiden Lane, New York. 
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MAYER MERKEL 2 OTTMANN LITHOG 23-25 WARREN ST. NE 





